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The Jansson- Eaton Exhibition 

By DALZELLE HARRY HATFIELD 



IN the northwestern corner of the prov- 
ince of Vermland, Sweden, lies a village 
called Arvika. In this quaint old town 
resting peacefully beside Lake Glafs Fjolen 
and nestled among the surrounding hills 
there was born in 1863 a man, who through 
his genius and ability, was to reflect, even 
as his forefathers had done, the sentiment 
and fine feeling of the hardy race of fish- 
ers and tillers of the soil who composed the 
population of his native town, and who was 
to record in color for future generations 
his deepest emotions. The products of his 
prolific brush were destined to forever keep 
his quaint birthplace in the hearts of a peo- 



ple who understand and appreciate this 
country, which has given to the world so 
many great painters, poets and musicians. 

This artist, Alfred Jansson, while still a 
young man, has accomplished many things. 
He has learned to live well, love much, and 
to laugh often. He is big in body and soul, 
and still the sentiments expressed in many 
of his works are tender and serious. 

Many and varied are the canvases of 
this genius. He may portray some droop- 
ing slender trees and buried deep, bending 
under their burden in the snow, the bushes 
of the undergrowth, with the early morn- 
ing's light casting its pale glow over the 
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A FLEMISH HIGHWAY 
By Charles Warren Eaton 



-Courtesy Thurber Art Galleries 



landscape, or again it may be the late sun 
sinking in the west silhouetting the trees 
against a wonderful golden sky, or he may 
select some placid stream that flows to the 
larger waters, wending its way through the 
tender saplings, bedecked in their summer 
garments of fresh greens, with the varied 
colored flowers, bending under a mid-day 
sun ; all are painted with care and you feel 
the artist's knowledge and realize that he 
is a deep student of nature. His work is 
imbued with poetry, and carries that rich 
quality which is so much loved by the de- 
votees of the modern landscape school. 

The people of the middle west should 
feel quite proud that they have an artist of 
such rare talent and ability among them, 
one who may interpret the different moods 
of nature in color, so that long after the 
snow has gone, the leaves are turned to 
brown and returned to earth, and the drift- 



ing clouds in the sky have 
passed forever, his works will 
tell us the story and help u* 
realize and appreciate all the 
beauties of the world in which 
we live. 

It is a great joy to be able 
to possess a painting that 
brings back the different 
moods of nature to us after 
they have passed away never 
to return. It is a joy to be 
able in the winter to see a 
wonderful painting showing 
the luscious and beautiful gem- 
like colors that the autumn 
leaves display. The rarest 
rose drops its petals in a short 
time and is forever gone ; the 
beautiful sunset that we see 
in the distant west, so radi- 
ant and glorious, fades with 
the twilight ; in fact, m o s t 
everything of beauty in na- 
ture is with us a short time 
and passes into oblivion. This 
is why we need these men of 
genius, of strength and character, to retain 
all the wonderful moods of nature. 

Such a man is Alfred Jansson. When 
he was a boy he dreamed a dream, and set 
his ideal. As he matured his ideas broad- 
ened, and thanks to kind Providence, he 
was fortunate in being able to carry them 
out. He is now painting in our own coun- 
try, in the middle west, which should make 
his works all the more interesting. He 
paints the places we know and love, and he 
does it in a masterly way. His pictures are 
objective and need little or no explanation. 
He tells us in his subtle but simple way 
nature's story, and transmits his deep feel- 
ing of emotion stirred by the lovely color. 
I remember a short time ago, seeing one 
of his canvases which caused much favor- 
able comment, at a recent exhibition, 
wherein he pictured a woo d, with tall 
trees in the late afternoon when the last 
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glow of the sun threw a 
shadow across the snow. 
The graceful branches 
of some bushes were 
bending under their bur- 
den, the pale tints of the 
fading day were cast 
upon the trees, the cold 
was intense, even with 
the golden glow of the 
last rays of the setting 
sun. This painting im- 
pressed me deeply for I 
have seen the woods on 
just such a day, when 
the cold winds made me 
think of a cozy home in 
the forest, where the logs 
were burning and crack- 
ing in the great open 
fireplace. 

There must be a great 
deal of satisfaction and 
intense gratification in 
being able to make so 
many people happy and 
at the same time know 
you have accomplished a great purpose. 

In his twenty-sixth year Alfred Jansson 
came to this country, making his home in 
Chicago. Since coming here he has won 
many awards and honors. He has cap- 
tured the first, second, and third prizes of- 
fered by t h e Swedish-American Artists' 
Society; the Clio Art Association Purchase 
Prize; the Julius Rosenwald Prize at the 
Art Institute; the Clyde M. Carr Prize, 
Chicago Society of Artists; and had two 
paintings invited to the Panama-Pacific 
Exposition. Mr. Jansson is a member of 
the Chicago Society of Artists, and the 
Pallette and Chisel Club, the Arts Club, 
and the Artist's Guild. It would be very 
difficult to say how many of his paintings 
hang in great collections throughout the 
country, where they are held in high es- 
teem. 




UNDER THE PINES 
By Charles Warren Eaton 



-Courtesy Thurber Art Galleries 



NO day of our lives should pass without 
endeavoring to see at least one good 
picture. What an unfailing solace we 
should then have recourse to ; what a beau- 
tiful world we could enter through the 
gates of memory. Pictures would then be 
to us a light in hours of darkness; a joy in 
days of sadness ; so great is the power and 
charm of art. Is not the smile of a child 
a thousand times more fascinating than the 
affability of a prince? In all art the great- 
est call is to preserve natural grace ; it is 
this that is cherished in all the works- of 
our modern landscape school. That which 
is truly great in art is only attained by in- 
spiration and faithful application to its ulti- 
mate expression. The chief mission of the 
artist is to transmit something of that in- 
spiration with which his picture is en- 
dowed to the soul of the beholders. This 
is the surest test of a great picture. 



Page Thirty-six 



JANSSON-EATON EXHIBITION 




SNOW 

LADEN 

BUSHES 

By 

Alfred 

Jansson 

— Courtesy 

Thurber 

Art 

Galleries 



The Thurber Galleries in announcing an 
exhibition of landscape paintings by 
Charles Warren Eaton, born on this con- 
tinent, and Alfred Jansson, born m a n y 
miles across the sea, feel that they are pre- 
senting two of our country's distinguished 
artists. 

How singular it is that two men, born so 
far apart, and having the same mission of 
life, should be brought together in one ex- 
hibition ; to show us nature in its many dif- 
ferent moods ; to express the deep feeling 
of emotion that fine color pulsates, and to 
give to the art loving public beautiful 
stories told in fine color. Although each 
painter selects a different type of landscape, 
and expresses himself in a different style of 
painting, they both convey to us in their 
subtle way their deepest feelings, and we 
are quite confident that the works of these 
two geniuses will live forever in the hearts 
of the discerning patrons of fine art, and 
we know well the few paltry dollars spent 



for any of the glowing canvases in this 
exhibition will return tenfold in happiness, 
while at the same time these works will 
grow more and more valuable as time goes 
on. 

Charles Warren Eaton was born in our 
own country near Albany, among the beau- 
tiful mountains and woods that abound in 
this portion of New York State, where the 
eternal pine trees sigh in the wind and the 
sun rises and sets on a different people, a 
people who are reared to freedom, a people 
whose country is young, and who keenly 
appreciate the works of their own geniuses. 
When he was a boy he loved these woods, 
and when the sun was setting low in the 
far west, casting its golden glow over this 
beautiful landscape, he dreamed that some 
day he would present to his people the deep 
impressions he received from these mag- 
nificent trees, these distant hills, and the 
ruggedness of his own country. It was 
many years before he realized his ideal, but 
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his mind was thoroughly made up. He 
studied at night in the classes at the Art 
Students League, and the National Acad- 
emy of Design, though in the daytime he 
was in the merchandising business. Once 
when on a vacation he traveled to his be- 
loved pine woods and was painting a sun- 
set. It was on this trip that he met the 
late George Inness, who in later years 
proved to be his great friend. Eaton had 
taken his paints and his easel to the summit 
of a hill where he dreamed and waited for 
the sunset. At last he was moved and he 
proceeded to paint in his untrained way. 
Laying in the color proved somewhat of a 
problem, and after Eaton had worked till 
twilight was overtaking him, he realized 
that there was some one nearby watching 
him. He turned around and there stood 
the American master of landscape painting, 
who approached him saying: "I see you are 
finding it quite difficult to get this sunset — 
allow me to lay it in for you." Eaton 



handed him the palette and brushes, and 
the master completed the picture. This 
canvas is now the treasured possession of 
Mrs. Hartley, the daughter of George In- 
ness. A little later Inness persuaded Eaton 
to take a New York City studio across the 
hall from his own, and through his kind- 
ness and criticism Eaton became the great 
painter that he is today. 

Many and varied arc the works of Jans- 
son and Eaton, who portray the woods with 
their luminosity and shade, the sun rising 
and setting, the golden summer, and the 
days of lowery winter. Their pictures are 
painted with great care, and you feel their 
intimate knowledge and realize that they 
are deep students of nature. Their can- 
vases are embued with poetry and have 
that rich quality that makes the work of 
both men so' much loved by the devotees 
of the modern landscape school. 

Let us compare these two men. Sup- 
posing Eaton had been a musician who ex- 
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pressed the deep sentiments, the strong 
emotions and the fine feeling, he would 
have selected the organ ; but Jansson, whose 
themes are happy and carefree, so light and 
airy, would have selected the flute. 

It rather seems to me that a person who 
is fond of the woods, who knows and un- 
derstands the many moods of nature, would 
not miss this exhibition. There are many 
works that will recall happy memories of 
days spent in the forest. These scenes will 
unlock the vaults of time and bring back 



some happy days of your life. They will 
recall the deep solitude, the quiet shadows, 
the sense of isolation broken by the com- 
panionship of wild life, and you will again 
be back to these haunts that you have loved 
so well. It is but rarely that such a com- 
prehensive exhibition of works is shown by 
two artists who are such great favorites 
The canvases are usually sold before the 
paint is dry ; that is why it is so difficult to 
collect these glowing gems for an exhibi- 
tion. 




THE GREY DUNES, BELGIUM 
By Charles Warren Eaten 



-Courtesy Thurber Art Galleries 



